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About the Author

Ronald Craig is a writer and illustrator from the Northeast of England who lives on a Jurassic coastline with his family. Inspired by folklore, the sea, and the adventures he shares from the village he grew up in along with his daughters, he brings magical stories to life through words and pictures.

His work blends imagination with a sense of place, weaving tales of mystery, kindness, and discovery. Man on the Moonis part of his growing collection of illustrated stories for children, alongside Magic Mam and future works in progress.

When he isn’t writing, illustrating or painting, Ronald enjoys exploring the coast, creating games, and finding new stories hidden in everyday life.

1. The Village

2. The Tall Man

3. Adventure of change

4. Flip

5. King of the River

6. Faced with Darkness

7. The Man on the Moon

This is no mere tale—it is a whisper from the village where I call home, cloaked in whimsy yet shrouded with shadows. Magical ideas thread and entwine through the world around us, but do not be deceived. For every folk-law, there lies a truth buried beneath. This story will take you somewhere you have never seen, and once you visit, you may never come back the same. All names and identities have been altered, not to protect the innocent, but to bind their true names in silence. Speak to them, and the story might call you and you might never return.
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Deep within the mysterious land of the Prince of Bishops lies a village wrapped in mist and superstition, standing since the thirteenth century. Locals speak in hushed tones of The Tall Man—a shadowy figure said to wander the fields and riverbanks at night.

Each evening, the church bells chime before dusk, a warning echoing through stone and time. Windows locked, children kept close, and whispers rise of those who vanished in their sleep.

No one knows where he came from—only that he watches. Or waits.

The village has long feared him. But not everything in the dark is what it seems. Sometimes, it takes only a flicker of light to see what truly walks in the shadows.
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Chapter 1
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The Village

Perched high upon a hill, it is open and exposed to the weather, the only protection is a dense black wood that often eerily traps the mist as it descends from the dusky sky. At the edge of the village, the river Skurne flows around the land. Known as 'The Black Path' and thought to be from another realm.

Rumours began circulating when the village started mining for coal and minerals, with secret tunnels uncovered by curious villagers. The mystery around these tunnels are talked about to this day.

One of the peculiarities of the village is the trees that encompass the riverbanks. Their branches hang low, creating a curtain that could easily obscure the fact that a river runs through the village.

There are whispers that these trees hide something more than just a mere river.

Locals speak of strange creatures that haunt the woods, sending shivers down the spine of anyone who dares to venture too close.

The villagers are so afraid that children not aloud out after dark. The church bells serve as a warning to signal that nightfall has arrived, and the darkness descends. 

Such is the sense of fear that even the bravest among the village don’t set foot outside after nightfall. Misbehaving-children warned of the wrath of the tall man; the story goes that the giant will come for them if they do not behave, and rumours he will eat you. The story passed down through generations, and parents to educate their children about the dangers that work in the darkness, particularly The Tall Man.

“The village is an old coal mining settlement, and back then, every home relied on coal to stay warm. Each night, before bed, I would have to head out into the pitch black to pack up the fire—no light, just the raw presence of nature around you. You moved quickly, always aware of the dark. But sometimes, the night would seem to play tricks on you. Shadows would shift, the wind would rise without warning, and the door might slam shut behind you—as if the night itself wanted to trap you outside.”

—Ronald Craig
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Chapter 2 
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The Tall Man

Every year, on all Hallows Eve, an effigy of the giant created by the people in its image it was the villages’ desire to remember and relate him. Despite this offering, the stories and fears of The Tall Man taking people from their beds continue to haunt the hearts and minds of villagers. They return to their homes after lighting the effigy, unwilling to take any risks that might invite the creature's anger. At night, children huddle under their blankets, trembling with fear of the unknown. At the slightest sound outside, they cling to each other, covering their eyes to protect themselves from whatever horrors may be lurking in the darkness. But one brave young girl is determined to change all this forever!
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“Early morning as a boy I would sit on our doorstep, while my mother would make our breakfast. My mother Greta-Ann would say I watched the world wake from the night and see who passed by. A time when life was safer, and everyone belonged”

—Ronald Craig

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3
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Adventure of change

Early one morning, Bonny sat on the front doorstep, watching as the sun rose, warming everything it touches. As he does every morning

Mr. Cobbler passed by on his way to the shop for his morning paper, followed by his large cat, Soot. Bonny smiled at the cat, and Mr. Cobbler waved as he slowly past. He stood for a moment and looked up to the sky. “It is a quiet morning, don’t you think? As if something is going to happen today?

They say that this afternoon a wind will blow in, and a mist will fall with it, it will surround the village as if a happening is coming, and shield outside eyes to what will happen, curious don’t you think?” He said before continuing his walk with a smiled and a wave.

Bonny took in what he said and noticed the absence of bird song. However, she had something on her mind – an adventure of sorts. She had prepared a bag filled with everything she needed, including a torch, a drink, some sandwiches, and her favourite fruit, an apple. She also had a wooden sword ready to battle The Tall Man.

Bonny was going to confront The Tall Man and rid the village of him for the last time! She was brave, some would argue too brave, and stubborn for her own good. But a strange fate would take her to stranger places than she could ever imagine.
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She said goodbye to her parents and told them she was going on an adventure at the bottom of the garden. Her father followed her as he always did, to see her off on her journey, but really to make sure she was safe. Bonny loved this place and often caught movement from the corner of her eye, which she believed to be fairies, although she had never seen them to know for sure.

She pushed open the curtain of branches and leaves to reveal a beautiful world full of flowers, colourful butterflies fluttered close, and bees and birds danced by as they collected pollen and bugs. Across the bank there stood the shaking tree, a tree which branches seemed to wave when Bonny looked at it. Father would say “it is a Fairy-Trap! Be, polite and say hello but never listen to what it says.”

A stone path over shimmered water showed recent use, with no moss and a large wet footprint suggesting that someone had passed by not long ago. Bonny drew her sword and followed the footsteps of the person, who must have been huge, as their strides were three times longer than Bonny’s.

“Flip is a green catfish I once saw at the black-and-

white bridge on Salters Lane near the village.

It swam through the shallows, climbing over stones

as if pushing its way up the River Skerne.

The black-and-white bridge a place steeped in local

folklore—stories of ghosts and strange shadows seen in the dark

linger to this day.”

—Ronald Craig
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Chapter 4
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Flip

She made her way down the river, reaching a small waterfall where she saw a large green catfish lurking under the surface. She paused to take a closer look, but when she did the fish leapt out of the water as if to eat her.

Bonnie struck its fin with her sword, causing the fish to cry out in pain. It landed with a splash and put its head out of the water, revealing it could talk.

“You’ve hurt my fin your monstrous beast,” the catfish cried.

“I’m sorry,” Bonny replied, confused. “I didn’t realise what was happening, I thought you were attacking me.”

“I wasn’t attacking you,” the fish said. “I was showing you how high I could leap.”

Bonny apologised about her mistake, and the catfish asked what she was doing there?

“I’m trying to find The Tall Man,” Bonny said. “I’m going to end him with my sword.”

“The Tall Man?” The catfish asked. “Do you know anything about him?”

“Yes!” Bonny replied. “It is said he takes people while they sleep.”

“Really? Do you know many people who he has taken?” The catfish asked.

Bonny pondered for a moment. “No, but that’s what the stories say.”

“Well, I will let you make your own mind up when you see him,” the catfish said. “But remember, he is a giant, and he could eat you for breakfast. If you follow the stones around the waterfall, you will see an
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